THE GREAT POW WOW

Like shadows on the white 
reflection of the light, 
let's walk the silent way. 
Let's wear the mask of night, 
let's gather and take flight 
above the sleeping world 
before the break of day.

Mirror of the water 
and the quivering grass, 
a whisper of our wings 
in the Cimmerian sky; 
shards of new-born moon 
and liquid fire of stars; 
an elf-owl's lonesome cry, 
a nightingale's caress, 
a golden eagle's eye.

Waking rays of scarlet dawn, 
singing stream, dark waterfall; 
silver viper, wolf forlorn, 
poisoned flower, hidden thorn.

In the high of noon 
bitter vulture counts 
fading hearts 
on the desert's scorched, grieving rocks.

Traces in the sand; 
crossbow and arrow in hand, 
let's wear the mask of light, 
let's pass the gate of sun. 
Mirror of the sky 
beneath the silent trees; 
tall shadows walking by 
with memory that bleeds 
and dreams that want to fly.

Mirror of the water 
and the quivering grass, 
a whisper of our wings 
in the Cimmerian sky, 
a golden eagle's eye. 
Traces in the sand; 
crossbow and arrow in hand, 
let's wear the mask of light, 
let's pass the gate of sun.

Mirror of the sky 
beneath the silent trees; 
tall shadows walking by 
with memory that bleeds 
and dreams that want to fly.
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